FATHERS AND CHILDREN
* No; I 'm not going to drive you away, Yev-
geny Vassilyitch.   You may stay.    Open that
ivindow. ... I feel half-stifled/
Bazarov got up and gave a push to the
window. It flew up with a loud crash. ... He
had not expected it to open so easily; besides,
his hands were shaking. The soft, dark night
looked in to the room with its almost black sky,
its faintly rustling trees, and the fresh fragrance
of the pure open air.
* Draw the blind and sit down/ said Madame
Odintsov;  * I want to have a talk with you
before you go away.   Tell me something about
yourself; you never talk about yourself.'
' I try to talk to you upon improving subjects,
Anna Sergyevna.'
c You are very modest. . . . But I should like
to know something about you, about your
family, about your father, for whom you are
forsaking us.'
'Why is she talking like that?7 thought
BazaroY.
'All that's not in the least interesting/ he
ottered aloud, 'especially for you; we are obscure
people. . , .*
c And you regard me as an aristocrat ?'
Bazarov lifted his eyes to Madame Odintsov.
* Yes/ he said, with exaggerated sharpness.
She smiled.   * I see you know me very little.
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